And now I lie, till, in my mind,
The mill is lit, the keep is lined
With men-at-arms on sentry-go
Who stand to watch the mill below.
I see the pond's potential power
Where might is stilled to conjure flour,
And, from the strength of rain pent up
From Heaven, transform an earthly crop.
I catch the mill-wheel's homely sound,
The uncouth magic of its round
Splashing bright blessings as it turns,
On twinkling tufts and dangling ferns,
Performing, with expansive girth,
The mingling rites of heaven and earth;
I see and hear it clear as day
Though Naul is eighteen miles away.

Don't think these are the only turns

The half-unconscious mind discerns.

I see far more than you can spy

Who are not half asleep as I;

I see the way, now half awake,

The protons and electrons take

To spin the world, and bring the grist

To wild dreams of the scientist,

Who knows, for all he hopes to know,

That round a myriad mill-wheels go

From some far pond, unplumbed and still,

Which breaks to power and moves the mill.